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I never asked them how they fared,                        15

Yet still they loved me as of old.

She said, I never called them sons,

I almost ceased to breathe their name,

Then caught it echoing down the wind,

Blown backwards from the lips of Fame.                 20

She said, Xot mine, not mine that fame.
Far over sea, far over land,
Cast forth like rubbish from my shores,
They won it yonder, sword in hand-
She said, God knows they owe me nought.               25
I tossed them to the foaming sea,
I tossed them to the howling waste,
Yet still their love comes home to me.

Hon. E. Lawless.
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DARK ROSALEEN

0 MY Dark Rosaleen,

Do not sigh, do not weep !
The priests are on the ocean green.

They march along the deep.
There's wine from the royal Pope,                         5

Upon the ocean green;
And Spanish ale shall give you hope.

My Dark Rosaleen!

My own Rosaleen!

Shall glad your heart, shall give you hope,           10

Shall give you health, and help, and hope,

My Dark Rosaleen!